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Mary's reign, the religious leanings both of her household and
of the group of intimates now around her, left room for little
doubt. All the same, she was moving with extreme caution, and
did not lack advice. Sir Nicholas Throckmorton, the man who
had been acquitted by a London jury after Wyatt's rebellion,
was sending her elaborate suggestions as to her initial actions
when the crown should be hers, the gist of which was to succeed
happily by making a discreet beginning. Others were to add
their memoranda during the nest weeks; they too advocated
caution.

The effective core of the new government was ready to hand
In those brilliant sons of Cambridge with whom Elizabeth's
education and life had been so intimately linked. In this she was
fortunate, and most fortunate In one of them, Sir William Cecil,
now with her, planning and managing everything. He was a
man of thirty-eight, sprung from that middle class from which
the Tudors drew their best servants. He had been personal
secretary to Protector Somerset, and had managed not only to
survive his fall but to obtain the office of Secretary in Northum-
berland's Government. It says still more for his prudence that
he came through the perilous days of Lady Jane Grey's usurpa-
tion with no graver penalty than the loss of his office. Though
a convinced Protestant, like the rest of his Cambridge friends,
he had conformed under Mary. He was a person in whom
intellect and not emotion ruled; and he sought Intelligence even
in marriage. His first wife was Cheke's sister, his second one of
the brilliant daughters of Sir Anthony Cooke, whom Ascham
named with Lady Jane Grey as the most learned woman in
England. His capacity for work, his care for detail, his grasp of
difficulties, amounted to genius; and if ever there was a perfect
minister, it was he. No step was more propitious at the opening
of Elizabeth's reign than his appointment as Principal Secretary.

On 20 November, the first day of public business after the
conventional paralysis of mourning had relaxed a little, Eliza-
beth had Cecil sworn as a member of her Council. 'This judge-
ment I have of you,' she said to him, 'that you will not be
corrupted with any manner of gift, and that you will be faithful